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her lord, making of me her deity, and as it were,
breathing only by my permission, and existing only
for my delight.    And yet, 0 Gauri, I requited her
not in kind.    For I loved her, it is true, with passion,
and exceedingly, and  yet,  strange!   with a love, in
which, I know not how, there seemed always to be
one thing wanting: and my devotion to her resembled
a   pool,  in   which   the   lotus   that   completes   and
makes it perfect, was not there.   And this was my own
fault, and due to my insatiable desire for something
further, whose nature I could not tell.     For I was
haunted continually by the feeling that I had made
a  mistake,  in  supposing, when   I   saw  her  in  the
hermitage, that she had been the very thing I wanted:
and this I asked myself   continually, doubting, and
considering; and I could not make my mind up as to
whether she was or not.   And thus, though my wife
was in fact more beautiful than the moon, and utterly
beyond all rivalry or comparison, I scrupled within
myself, as often as I looked at her, and said to myself:
Something is surely wanting, and yet I know not what
it is.   And thus, gnawing regret for I know not what
additional, and vague dissatisfaction, mingled always
with the pleasure that I drew from the deep well of her
beauty; and she perceived it; for who can hide his soul,
tailless he shuts his eyes, or who can cheat a loving wife
into mistaking the measure of her lord's regard ?   More-
over, my wife was very clever, and she saw into my soul,